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reached an advanced stage. Each was leaning forward,
hoarsely eager, over the boy, the girl exercising all
her surrogate charm, the woman pointing out the
bargain. Between them, looking down at them
through thick spectacles, his elbow on the rim of a
tub of geraniums, a cigarette between his fingers,
lolled the yellow youth, dressed in his poor, black
cotton student's uniform and driving a bargain
coolly, but wearing an expression of such fatuous
vanity as one had never seen. The police are supposed
to prevent this hideous work, but in the streets they
stand and watch. A quoi bon? That device might
appropriately be worked upon the national flag of
China.

On the other hand the Chinese would argue, and
with force, that it is realistic tolerance that prompts
those policemen; an unwillingness to create more
cruelty by the enforcement of an unworkable law
that takes no account of causes. It is true that the
Chinese police are tolerant up to the point where
they take action, when they are apt to act with sudden
violence and brutality. Below that point they are
probably more tolerant than foreign police. Once,
when I was taking photographs in a big town, and
was walking with a Chinese friend, a plain-clothes
policeman drew him aside and asked about me. "All
right," the policeman said quietly, "I rely on you.
If you are satisfied that he is harmless, then I am.